Thefecondpartof 

In formes imaginary,* unguyded dates. 

And rotten times that you ft all loolce vpon 
When I am fleeping with my aunceftors: * 

For when his head- (hong riot hath no curbe, 

■vriTL 1 n ra ^ C an< ^ • ot kl°ud are his counfellors, 

V Vhenmcanesand lauift manners meete together 
Oh with what wings ftal his affections flie, * 
i owarasfronting peril and oppofde decay? 

v gracious Lord.you looke beyond him quite, 
The pnncc but ftudies his companions, ^ 

Like a range tongue wherein to game the language; 

Tisnecdhill that the moftimmodeft word 

Le lookt vpon and learnt, which onceattaind, 

I our highnefle knowes comes to no further vfe. 

But to be knowne and hated:fo,!ike grolTe termes. 

The pnnee wi 1 in the perfeftnefteoftime, 

<Lalt orr Ins roIIowcrs 5 and their memory 
Shall as a pattern, or a meafiire Iiue, 

By which Iiis : grace muft mete the hues ofother, 

I inning pa ft-euils to acluantages. 

King Tis feldome when the bee doth leauc her comb, 
in the dead canon: who s here, Wcftmerland? 

i £nterJVeftmerland. 

Prince Iohi: i your Tonne doth kiffeyour graces hand. 

Mowbray theBiftop,Scroope,Haftng a s,andal, 

Are brought to the correction ofyour law: 

F.iereis notnowarebelsfword vnfteathd, 
but Peace puts forth her oliue cucry where, 

T he manner how this aCtion hath bin borne. 

Here at moreleifure may your highnefle reade. 

With euery courfe in his particular. 

ir/7^1 ^ Weftmerlanftthou art a fummer bird, 

}i_' s hicheuerin the haunch ofwinter lings 

lue hftingvp of day: looke heres more nevves, enter Harcor. 

Hare. 
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Hart, From enemies, heauens keep vour maiefty, 

And when they ftand againft you.may they fall 

Witha great power of Engli(h,and.of Scots, 

Are by the ftrieueof Yorkftire ouerthrowne, 

The manner,and true order of the fight. 

This packet,pleafe it you,containes at large, 

Ki And wherfore ftould thefe good news make me ficU. 
Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full. 

But wet her fairc words ftl in fouleft termes? 

She cither giues a (lomach,and no foode, 

Such are the poore in health: or elfe a feaft, 

And takes away the ftomach,fuch are the rich 
That haue aboundance,and eniov it not: 

I ftould reioycc now at this happy newes, 

Aud now my fightfailes,and my braine is giddy, 

O me, come neare me, now I am much ill. 

Hum. Comfort your maiefty. 

Clar, Omvroyall father! , 

jVefi, My foueraigneLord,cheerevp your felfe, look vp, 

War, Be patient ponces, you do know thefe fits 
Are with his highnefle Tery ordinary. 

Stand from him,giue him ayre,heel ft raight be wel, 

Qlar. No,no,he cannot long hold out thefe pangs, 
Thinceffant care and labour of his mind, 

Hath wrought the Mure that ftould confine it in. 

So thin that life lookes through. 

Hum. Thepeoplefeare me, for they doobferue 
Vnfather’dheires, and lothly births ofnature. 

The feafons change their manners, as the yeerc 
Had found foitie moneths a fleepc, and leapt them ouer, 

Clar. The riuer hath thrice flovved,no ebbe between, 
And the old folk, (Times doting chronicles,) 

Say.it did fo a little time before 
That our great grandfire Edward, fickt and died'* 

H 3 


War. 


